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Joe "Bob Briggs, Prop. $3 


pili | Enter Politics 


he latest reason why you 

can’t build a sewage treat- 
ment plant, or a high-rise, or a 
fire station, or a strip shopping 
center, anywhere, is that you'll 
disturb the dead people. 

Have you heard about this? 
Last year they were digging the 
foundations of a building in New 
York City, and they found some 
old graves, and it turned out to be 
a “Negro Burial Ground” from the 
1700’s. So they stopped the whole 
project and preserved the graves. 

In other words, they said, 
“Why build something here for 
living people? We’ve got dead ones 
to take care of.” 

I’m not kidding. And within a 
few months after that, dead people 
were turning up everywhere. Or I 
should say, they were turning up 
underneath everywhere. There 
were Dutch cemeteries under 
parks, Moravian cemeteries un- 
der office buildings, Quaker graveyards that were 
wiped out so subways could go in. They found out 
there were three cemeteries under La Guardia Air- 
port alone. And all of a sudden, you have people 
saying, “You can’t build that ugly trash incinerator 
here. It would be disrespectful to the memory of all 
the Czechoslovakian war heroes buried after the 
Bohemian Bread Riots of 1803.” 

And it turns out that, if we only knew where all 
the old cemeteries are, every major city is probly built 
on top of dead people. 

Didn’t anybody see Poltergeist? 

Don’t you know what happens when you do this? 

Didn’t you ever go out in the woods when you 
were a kid and run up and down the Indian Mounds, 
where the spirits of dead warriors were buried? And 
then three weeks later you would skin your knee, 
and you would be certain it was because you had 





This guy forgot to Just Say No, in Hellmaster. 


disturbed an Indian spirit? 

And what about those cemeteries that advertise 
“perpetual care”? What really happens when you 
buy those vaults that are supposed to last a thousand 
years? 

Well, judging by what’s happened to all these old 
hidden underground burial plots, what happens is 
that everybody takes care of the grave of their 
fathers and mothers and grandfathers and grand- 
mothers, but once you get to the great-grandfather 
stage, they say, “What the hell, he’s been dead along 
time,” and then grass starts growing over all the 
graves, and pretty soon it’s time to bulldoze the 
whole deal. I mean, even if you're a Rockefeller or a 
Kennedy or something, eventually somebody in the 
family is gonna say, “It’s just too goldurn much 
trouble.” 

Which is the way, now I think about it, it oughta 


be. 

Listen to me. 

All those people in the Negro Burial 
Ground and the Potter’s Field and the Por- 
tuguese Jewish Synagogue Plot—all of em 
are dead. They’re not coming back. They 
don’t care if there’s an office building on top 
of em, because they are not going out for 
dinner tonight. Do you understand what ’m 
saying? 

You wanna honor your culture? Let em 
build the goldang McDonald’s. Feed a few 
people. Take care of the Jive ones, how about 
it? The dead ones already know what to do 
with themselves. They’re doing it. 

I don’t wanna have to tell you this again. 

Speaking of dead people that keep caus- 
ing trouble, Hellmaster is the story of a 
psycho biochemist, John Saxon, who lives 
under the streets perfecting a drug that 
turns your body into a drooling slimy zombie shape, 
but you don’t care, because it gives you the ultimate 
high and makes you more intelligent than Jerry 
Lewis thinks he is after six beers, and John has this 
special triple-needle syringe where he mixes the 
secret formula with some of his own blood and injects 
it into homeless people, to form an army of super- 
intelligent mutants who journey to the college where 
he was working twenty years ago, but it got burned 
down when Professor Damon discovered what John 
Saxon was doing and tried to kill him, but by then 
John Saxon was able to telepathically transport 
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Lisa Sheldon Miller crawls and whines her way 
through the Hellmaster's labyrinth. 








himself around the room and... uh... hmm...as 
you can see, there’s a whole lot of plot getting in the 
way of this story, but basically we’ve got a lot of 
extremely stupid college students running around a 
deserted campus and getting rammed in the back of 
the neck with extremely long needles. 

From Pontiac, Michigan—in that great tradition 
of low-budget Michigan horror films, like The Evil 
Dead—comes 25-year-old Douglas Schulze, the 
writer, producer, director, editor, art director, grip, 
gaffer, and projectionist if you see this in a theater, 
and Doug only forgot one thing: 

He forgot to hire actors. Except for Big John, of 
course. But you can’t be expected to remember 
everything on your first flick. So we’re gonna go easy 
on him, because, after all, we have got to support the 
independent art film in this country. 

Seventeen dead bodies. Hanging. Strangling. 
Needling. Syringes fired from a crossbow. Acid in the 
face. Sickle Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Sean Sweeney, as the crippled geek who 
says “When do you have time for the cripple?” and 
“My handicap was born, yours was chosen” (he’s not 
an English major); Amy Raasch, as the heroine who 
puts macho guys in their place by making cracks 
about their underwear, and says “These things are 
controlled by drugs!”; and Big John Saxon, for saying 
“If God created this world in six days, and I can make 
hell of it in one night, then God must be dead.” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Victory Over Republicans! 


The Starnite Drive-In in Halton, North Da- 
kota, has been reopened for the first time in ten 
years, thanks to new owner Kirby Brandhagen. 
Gary Crowdus of New York reminds us that the 
drive-in will never die. 









Dead Time (Richard Lee Byers): In a veri- 
table smorgasbord of horror fare, this novel 
serves up an imaginative menu including a 
tormented true-blue hero, his street-smart gypsy- 
with-a-heart-of-gold sidekick, time travel, kung 
fu, a bad dad, bad driving, bad ghosts, worse 
ghosts, hooker mutilation, sorcery, dysfunctional 
family-inspired guilt, are-they-real-or-aren’t- 
they hallucinations, perversion, pervasive fog 
and true love. The plate gets a little full, but it 
keeps its flavor. Three stars. ($3.99. Zebra Books, 
Dept. 3963, 475 Park Avenue South, New York, 
NY 10016.) 
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Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

August 21: Netherworld: Great horror fantasy starring 
Michael Bendetti as a young man who inherits his father’s vast 
land holdings in Louisiana. When he arrives, he finds that his 
father was a devotee of voodoo, as practiced at a swamp bordello 
where a hooker played by Denise Gentile steals the spirits of 
birds and uses them to bring the dead back to life. Bird-brained 
zombies ensue. Four stars. (Second feature: Three For One: 
Lamebrain Italian sex comedy, starring Martina Castel as a girl 
who was ugly in high school but now, after a makeover, sets out 
to conquer the three football stars who tormented her--by having 
sex with all of them at once. Unfortunately, she’s still ugly. Zero 
stars.) 

“Emmanuelle Week” on Showtime 

Every night at 11, on The Movie Channel’s sister network, 
Showtime, Joe Bob will host a tribute to the Emmanuelle series. 

August 23: Emanuelle, Queen of the Desert: Laura Gemser 
stars in the only Emanuelle movie ever made where Emanuelle 
is a killer. Based on Bruno Fontana’s novel The Time of the Wild 
Beasts, it’s the story of a group of renegade terrorists who rape 
and kill Gemser’s sister, causing her to hunt them down and kill 
them one by one, luring them to their deaths with her body. Two 
stars. 

August 24: Emanuelle’s Amazon Adventure: The 1977 Laura 
Gemser vehicle in which she says, “I’m a free woman and I 
behave as such”—and proceeds to prove it by having sex with 
anything that moves. She’s an undercover journalist who pays off 
a doctor so she can sneak into an insane asylum where a woman 
is locked up because she bit off a nurse’s breast, and Emanuelle 
takes a picture of this crazy woman’s pubic region, where she has 
a weird tattoo that’s the ancient symbol of the Tupinamba 
cannibal tribe, which is supposed to be extinct, except Emanuelle 
sleeps with an anthropologist and finds out that he’ll let her go 
on an expedition into the Amazon to find the Tupinamba, and on 
the way she fights off deadly snakes, hysterical nuns, quicksand, 
punji-sticks, headhunters, and diamond thieves, then imperson- 
ates the Goddess of the Waters so she can save a virgin from being 
sacrificed in the Tupinamba Feast of Fertility. Three stars. 

August 25: Emmanuelle in the Orient: Hong Kong actress 
Chai Lee starred in only one Emmanuelle movie—this one from 
the mid-eighties—and may not have realized it, because her 
character is not called “Emmanuelle” anywhere in the movie. It 


has all the elements, though: strip joints, massage parlors, 
shower scenes, and, of course, white slavery. And, believe it or 
not, this is a love story. She falls in love with a British Airways 
pilot, but loses contact with him when he gets reassigned to a 
different flight schedule, and an evil secretary who’s in love with 
him steals all the letters he writes to Chai Lee. (Evidently, the 
dimwit doesn’t know how to use the telephone.) Three and a half 
stars. 

August 26: Emanuelle In Bangkok: Originally called Black 
Emanuelle Goes East (because the Italian producers evidently 
believe that Laura Gemser, the star, is black), this is one of the 
sleaziest flicks ever made, full of strippers, sex orgies, a closeup 
fight between a snake and a muskrat, a gang rape, lesbo sex, 
three-way sex, sex with belly dancers, and a whole bunch of 
classic Emanuelle philosophy, like “Only the present counts” and 
“T live my life the way I want to live it” and “When it happens, let 
yourself go with it,” which was a real popular “free love” idea in 
the seventies. Four stars. 

August 27: Emmanuelle 5: Monique Gabrielle, the star of 
the film, and director Steve Barnett are Joe Bob’s final guests 
for the final night of “Emmanuelle Week.” This is the fifth in the 
series that started with Sylvia Kristel’s Emmanuelle in the 
seventies, and it bears no relation to the original. It’s the story of 
a beautiful but simple-minded sex symbol who falls in love with 
the owner of a doorknob factory in New Jersey, but is lured to 
Banglagistan by Prince Rajid and imprisoned in a harem and 
forced to machine-gun half the soldiers in the Third World in 
order to get back to her Paris loft. Two stars. 

August 28: One False Move: Best action movie of the year on 
Drive-In Theater, starring Bill Paxton as a small-town Arkan- 
sas sheriff who gets personally involved in a Los Angeles murder 
investigation involving two cold-blooded killers, Billy Bob 
Thornton and Michael Beach, who are heading toward his 
town with a black woman Paxton once knew and, unbeknownst 
to him, fathered a son with (played by Cynda Williams). Four 
stars. (Second feature: Dollman: Comic action fantasy starring 
Tim Thomerson as a supercop from the Planet Arturos who 
travels 10,000 light years by mistake and lands in the South 
Bronx, where he discovers he’s only 13 inches high and gang 
members are trying to kill him. With Kamala Lopez as the 
idealistic young gang widow who helps him clean up the neigh- 
borhood. Four stars.) 

September 4: House IV, Puppetmaster III: Toulon’s Re- 
venge. 


Michael Dudikoff invades Iraq, but first we deal with the home front. . . 


Casual Sex, My Butt 


EK very year all the grown-ups start wailing again We all have plenty of time for sex. The problem is, 
about “casual sex” among teenagers, and how’ when does Christy Tankersley have time for sex? 
it’s got to stop. And, more important, when does she have time for 

First of all, why do they call it “casual sex?” sex with me? What am I supposed to say? ‘Hey, 
What’s casual about it? Do they think there’s kids Christy, let’s have sex in 1998! Till then, no cheat- 


17? 


lounging around the living room, saying,“Oh,Idon’t ing 


They’ve even got churches now 
where they trot the kids out on 
Sunday morning, and they read out 
these vows as to how they'll be “sexu- 
ally pure” until the day they get 
married. 

Don’t you people know what 
happens when you do that? 

What happens is that two “sexu- 
ally pure” people start dating, and 
after about six months of knowing 
that they can’t do anything until 
they’re married, their brains start 

: . exploding. Not to mention other 
— things. It’s like telling Romeo and 

v : Juliet to knock it off, just go home 
and take cold showers. Sooner or 
later, you're gonna find these people 
in flagrante aardvarkus, dancin 
around nekkid on the Holiday Inn 
. ... ..... _ .. | __ balcony, throwin their panties in 
bibs ei easing res ere Michael rag eer is sieaeshy tofind the atrium fountain. 
out it looks exactly like a movie set in Israel, in the gimme-my- , 9 
bréterbadlitdddam-Husssta thriller The H ee Shield. tings taba te x 


know what IV’ll do this afternoon—play a little of parents and teachers saying, “I think you should 








Nintendo, watch some MTV, eat Cheetos, have sex— __ consider your options and possibly make the mature 
I can’t decide.” decision and be abstinent.” 
Anybody who thinks it’s casual has never been to That’s way too many Latin words to be talkin 


high school. Sex in high school is usually like two aboutsex with. “Abstinence.” What an awful word. It 
freight trains trying to dance with each other. Ca- sounds like somebody’s saying, “Here, lemme ram a 


sual, my hiney. few metal spikes through your chest, and then you 
But anyhow, there’s always this big argument won't even think about sex anymore.” 
over what to do about it. Do we give em condoms? Do Look, what I’m saying is, there’s some kids that 


we not give em condoms? Do we teach em how sex you should say, “Ronnie, you try to have sex with 
works? And, if we do, what about the stupid ones? that 14-year-old girl, and I will ram a fire poker 
Some of these 11th-graders are still struggling with through your gizzards so fast, you won't even wanna 
simple math. You might teach a course on sex, and_ read Playboy for seventeen years.” 
they'll write down in their notebook, “Stretch the And this will work. ..on Ronnie. Not on anybody 
condom firmly over your ear.” else. Not on 748 other guys. But, for Ronnie, because 
My favorite solution was this high school coun- we know how Ronnie thinks, this is the correct 
selor quoted by Newsweek awhile back. They askher _ strategy. 
what she tells students about having sex, and she Some other guy, you might say, “Steve, if you 
says, “I tell em, ‘What’s the rush? You have your decide to do it, use protection.” And that’s all you 
whole lives before you. You have plenty of time for need to say. Because you know Steve is not gonna do 
sex.” anything that could result in jail time or sudden 
Lady, you tell me that when I was 16, and I’d_ death. And that’s the right thing to say . . . for Steve 
have said, “I have always had plenty of time for sex. only. 
4 


Or take a girl like Darlene Bohannon. 
Darlene Bohannon is one of those girls 
who turned 15 and suddenly became this 
hormone magnet. You know what I mean? 
The kinda girl who suddenly has a look 
that makes 397 men spend all their spare 
time trying to figure out where she lives, 
and does she wear a bra? And this is not 
Darlene’s fault. At first, Darlene doesn’t 
even know it’s happening. She just knows 
that this new school is so friendly. Every- 
body wants to help her do every little thing. 

And so Darlene is a sitting duck, right? 
Cause two years from now these same 
guys are gonna be lookin at Darlene’s 
yearbook picture and saying, “That is 
Darlene Bohannon? What happened? Was 
I insane? Did she have plastic surgery? 
That can’t be her picture.” Cause this whole 
deal isjust for, like, two months when she’s 
15, and then it goes away. 

And so you've got to go to Darlene and 
say, “Darlene, make me a promise. Just 
don’t have any sex for these two months. 
After that, do whatever you want to.” 

You know what I’m saying here? Here’s what 
nobody wants to face: 

It depends on the person. 

It depends on the goldang person. 

I do not wanna have to explain this again. 

And speaking of condoms, The Human Shield is 
this week’s movie, and it marks the return of... 
Michael Dudikoff, the American ninja himself, the 





This is about as steamy as it gets in Michael’s 
scenes with Israeli stage actress Hana Azulay- 
Hasfari. 





Has anyone else notice 
always looks great, no matter what he’s doing? Come to 
think of it, the Iraqi soldier appears to have spent some 
time at Vidal Sassoon, too. 
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d how Michael Duadikoff’s hair 


actor who hasn’t just done twelve movies. He’s done 
the exact same movie twelve times! My kind of 
dramatic genius. This time Michael has to sneak into 
Iraq and find his whiny weenie diabetic brother, 
who’s being held hostage by an evil general working 
for Saddam Hussein. The general is just furious at 
Dudikoff because, in 1985, while the general was 
just minding his own business, slaughtering a few 
Kurdish villages, Dudikoff showed up and started 
knocking the guns out of people’s hands when they 
were pointed at peasant women carrying babies. 

Of course, the general has to get his revenge. 

Unfortunately, Michael’s love life also took a 
direct hit from a Scud missile when the beautiful 
Iraqi love of his life chose to marry the evil general 
instead of Michael. 

I’m afraid we’re kickboxing our way through 
Baghdad again—and this time it’s personal. 

Ninety-eight dead bodies. Exploding peasant. 
Cheek-carving. Nuclear wife abuse. Acid-in-the-face. 
Exploding factory. Two motor vehicle chases, with 
four crash-and-burns. Three gunbattles. Kung Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Uri 
Gavriel, as the kind-hearted Kurd who says “Insults 
here can only be washed away with blood”; Michael 
Dudikoff, as the feisty little American B-movie Rambo 
who screams “You'll die in hell!”; Hana Azoulay- 
Hasfari, as the beautiful woman who sacrifices her 
body for her country, for saying “To my husband, 
revenge is sacred, and hatred noble”; and Steve 
Inwood, as the evil Ali Dallal, whose idea of child- 
hood education for a four-year-old is to give him a 
live gun to play with. 

Pretty decent. Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Reviews by the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


ZEEE S&B 
Freejack 


“Intelligent” “action-packed” thriller of “interesting ideas”— 
though sometimes “dull and plodding” and “not emotionally 


satisfying”’—starring the “outstanding” “wide-eyed” Emilio 









If you enter a time warp, you just might have to face Alexander 
Godunov with a bad haircut; he’s the evil prince in Waxwork II. 


Estevez as a race car driver who is about to die in a crash but is 
snatched 18 years into the future by a time-travelling bounty 
hunter, the “excellent” Mick Jagger, who “does pretty well,” 
“improving over the course of the flick,” and is “much better than 
I thought he would be.” Jagger is working for ruthless tycoon 
Anthony Hopkins (“good” but “wasted”), who needs Estevez’s 
healthy body to replace his almost dead one. Hopkins is also in 
love with Estevez’ ex, Rene Russo. (Some thought she was 
“pretty wooden,” but others found her to be “realistic” and “a real 
find.”) The future world of “squalor and sickness because of 
pollution by carbon monoxide, mercury, lead, benzene, sulfur 
dioxide, nuclear wastes and radiation from total depletion of the 
ozone layer” is exemplified in a “great cameo” by Amanda 
Plummer as a shotgun-toting nun who says, “The good lord said 
to turn the other cheek. He never had to deal with dickheads like 
you.” “Pretty much the film The Running Man should have been.” 
“No one aged a day between 1991 and 2009—not even an attempt 
at aging the actors!” “Gets stuck in an endless chase sequence.” 
“A better plot than Terminator, but special effects not as good as 
Blade Runner.” “Stolen material from Logan’s Run, Soylent 
Green and Escape From New York.” “Mick mumbles less in this 
movie than ever before.” “Unimpressive, predictable finale.” 
Forty-seven dead bodies. Two breasts. Four motor vehicle chases. 
Twenty-one explosions. One lobotomy. Cast: Jonathan Banks 
(“good” as Michellete, but “doesn’t have enough to do”), Grand L. 
Bush (as Russo’s bodyguard, “a minor role, but you are really 


“stilted” due to her 


sorry to see him die”), David Johansen (a/k/a Buster Poindexter, 
as the race car driver’s manager), Jerri Hall (as a TV reporter). 
Writers: Steven Pressfield, Ronald Shusett, Dan Gilroy, 
from the novella Immortality Inc. by Robert Sheckley. Direc- 
tor: Geoff Murphy. [Warner. 1992.] Overall rating: 87. 


Waxwork II: Lost in Time 


“Excellent” “campy” but “often confusing” horror se- 
quel with “non-threatening gore” and “a sense of the 
absurd” about a severed hand that crawls painfully from 
the wax museum rubble of part one, murders the abusive 
stepfather of the “not always believable” Monica Schnarre, 
then frames her and the “competent” but “frequently 
wooden” Zach Galligan (“no personality”) for the crime. 
To prove their innocence, they’re forced to open a time door 
and become characters in “God’s Nintendo” as they time- 
jump through dimensions full of animated dead flesh, 
warping into fantasy characters from “every horror movie 
ever made,” to bring back evidence of the supernatural. The 
“convincing” “slimy” Alexander Godunov is “accept- 
able” as the evil prince they must face, as well as his right- 
hand man Michael Des Barres, in a “great” performance. 
“Doctor Who commingled with Indiana Jones with a strong 

~ dollop of the TV series Friday the 13th. A lot of sight gags.” 
“Kind of a game for horror and sci-fi trivia buffs.” “Quickly 
turns into a really bad imitation of Frankenstein, Alien, A 
Ghost Story, The Iron Mask, The Raven, Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde, Night of the Living Dead, Jack the Ripper, Dracula 
and King Kong.” “I was able to identify Dawn of the Dead, 
Nosferatu, Godzilla, Radar Men from the Moon and Inva- 
sion of the Body Snatchers.” “Logic is trashed by all the 
time-jumping.” “The eye-and-brain-popping scene from the 
Frankenstein sequence is great.” “I would buy this film just 
to own the Aliens sequence.” “A mediocre movie worsened 
by occasional attempts at humor.” Fourteen dead bodies. 
One breast. Three explosions. Brains fly. Hands crawl. 
Blood sprays. Crushed head. Heads roll. Hands roll. Sword 
fighting. Kung Fu. Zombie Fu. Cast: Bruce Campbell, 
David Carradine (“rotten,” “amusing cameo”), Brew 
Barrymore (“excellent” as vampire victim No: 1), Patrick 
Macnee (“a great raven” as the dead Sir Wilfred), Marina Sirtis 
(“bit part” as Gloriain the Haunting sequence), John ireland (as 
King Arthur), Juliet Mills (as the defense attorney). Writer/ 
Director: Anthony Hickox (“direction okay, script a zero”). 
[Vestron. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 84. 


Eee 
Eve of Destruction 


99 66 





29 66 


“Slick” “enjoyable” but “empty” “pedestrian” “chase drama” 
with a “hokey, far-fetched premise”—built on questionable sci- 
” “nothing-special” Gregory Hines 


ence—starring the “adequate’ 
(“a little too fragile 

Official Rating 
System 


for this role”) as a 
CIA counter-ter- 

100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 


rorism expert who 
has 48 hours to de- 
stroy a thermo- 
nuclear oversexed 
female android, 
Eve VIIL, played by 88-84 Excellent 
the “nice” “fresh” 83-80 Decent 


ees — 79-75 Watchable 
Renee Souten- 
dijk, a little 74-65 Pathetic 


64-50 Dog Doo Doo 





accent. This “robo- 


babe” looks like and has the 
feelings of her creator, a scien- 
tist with anger about her ex- 
perience with men, and so, af- 
ter being damaged with a 12- 
gauge, Eve VIII starts using 
an Uzi on every man in New 
York City who uses the word 
“bitch.” “Good action adven- 
ture—hits like a freight train.” 
“Gregory Hines seems to sleep- 
walk, but maybe he’s just act- 
ing ‘world-weary.” “Gregory 
totes around a stupid-looking 
laser gun the whole movie.” 
“Renee Soutendijk is much 
more convincing as the 
homocidal robot than the sci- 
entist and loving mother who 
created her.” “In the end the 
films seems like mere for- 
mula.” “The robot is boring 
after about ten minutes.” “Am 
I the only one who noticed that 
Eve’s panty-hose never got a 
run in them, regardless of what 
she was doing?” “Gregory 
Hines looks like he wants to 
turn his gun on himself.” “The 
breasts are real, but supposed 
to be fake—a bit of a turn- 
around.” Twenty-eight dead 





better than Road Warrior rip- 
offs.” It’s about “Stealth Hunter” 
“mutant ninja” super-soldiers 
that “look like Bug Men” in “Crea- 
ture From the Black Lagoon- 
style armor,” created by a “cut- 
throat businessman,” the “too 
unctuous” Bill Poague. (“Even 
Ross Perot is not that unctu- 
ous.”) On a training mission in 
Central Texas they rage out of 
control and kill a platoon of 
“suinea-pig” soldiers. The sole 
survivor, a black sergeant “ad- 
equately” played by Bruce 
Walker, holes up in an aban- 
doned building with a group of 
teenage campers, led by Mary- 
Catherine Quintana, who 
“wears the same Lycra bike 
shorts for the whole movie— 
with no underwear.” Together 
they try to take on the super- 
zombies, but end up getting 
picked off one at a time. “Unfor- 
tunately, these ultimate soldiers 
are so stupid they can’t tell the 
difference between a carload of 
teenagers and a platoon of sol- 
diers.” “If the producers paid 
these actors anything, they were 
robbed.” “Wooden acting.” 


bodies. Four breasts. One mo- 
tor vehicle chase. Two explo- 


Blake Bahner feels these urges in his demon sword when- 
ever Dawn Wildsmith is around, in Wizards of the Demon 
Sword. 


“Sound track stinks.” “Direc- 
tion and editing are so bad that 


sions. Arm cracking. Neck 
twisting. Mini-skirted android Fu. Cast: Ross Malinger (“weak” 
as Soutendijk’s “whiny” child), Kevin McCarthy. Writers: 
Duncan Gibbins, Yale Udoff (“combine the Frankenstein mon- 
ster with Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde”). Director: Gibbins. [Orion/ 
New Line. 1991.] Overall rating: 82. 


HEEEE B&B 
Critters 4 


“Pretty lame” “unoriginal” “slowwww” but still “above 
average” black comedy about the loony tumbleweeds with a 
boundless appetite, who are rounded up by the “great wacko” 
bounty hunter Don Keith Opper and returned to space, then 
unleashed on “argumentative space-fearing working stiffs” in a 
corporate experimental lab on a deserted space station. The 
“intelligent” screenplay by Joseph Lyle and noted horror writer 
David Schow uses sci-fi in-joke references to Star Wars, Star 
Trek, Alien, Nightmare on Elm Street and Twin Peaks. “Best of 
the Critters series.” “One of the best films I’ve seen in a long 
time.” “Considerably darker than earlier Critters.” “The original 
Gremlins ripoff now takes a stab at Aliens, and misses.” “A Dark 
Star ripoff, with a hint of Alien.” “This is more serious than 
previous Critters sequels, and needed better, more sophisticated 
aliens.” “The balky computer of the space station is the only 
interesting character.” “I’ve seen it all before.” Eight dead bodies. 
One breast. Two explosions. Cast: Brad Dourif (“mostly unenthu- 
siastic” in “his usual off-beat, left-wing role”), Martine Beswicke 
(as the off-camera voice of Angela), Terence Mann, Eric Da Re, 
Paul Whitthorne, Anders Hove. Director: Rupert Harvey. 
[New Line. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 82. 


Stealth Hunters 


“G.I. Joe Goes Amok” in this “forced” “amateur” “lame” 
“homemade” “corporate paranoia fantasy” that becomes “a retell- 
ing of Night of the Living Dead,” although some found it “the best 
of low-budget films,” an “entertaining, if not well-made” “gritty 
near-future combat movie that conveys a sense of terror far 
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even the action sequences be- 
come boring.” “Reasonably compelling story, but amateurishly 
produced.” Minority opinions: “A lot better than anything Dolph 
or Jean Claude have done.” “I enjoyed it in spite of myself—good 
action, gallons of blood, fast-paced.” “Not bad for a derivative film. 
The stealth fighters have a Universal Soldier feel to them 
[although this film came out first], and the plot reminds me of 
Night of the Living Dead.” “Five-star ending.” Made for $100,000 
by producer/director Matt Trotter of Harker Heights, Texas. 
Fifty-six dead bodies. Three explosions. Two motor vehicle chases. 
Eyeball shooting. Flaming zombie. Arms roll. Heads roll. Kung 
Fu. Bazooka Fu. Twelve-gauge enema Fu. Cast: Rocky Pater- 
son (as Captain Fields), Vince Phillip (“poor guy never gets a 
good line”), Gordon Fox (“gratuitous mad scientist”). Writers: 
Tom Anthony, Trotter (opinions range from “smart” to “ridicu- 
lously stupid—the lines sound like what another species might 
imagine humans to talk like”). [Filmtown Entertainment Group/ 
VCII Home Entertainment. 1991/93.] Overall rating: 78. 


Wizards of the Demon Sword 


“Silly” “stupid” “atrocious” “tongue-in-cheek” “campy” 
“sword-and-sandal pot-boiler” starring The Carol Burnett Show’s 
Lyle Waggoner—“one of filmdom’s all-time worst bad guys”— 
as “power-mad” Lord Khoura, an evil wizard who “comes across 
as a game-show host” and sells Brooks Brothers suits on the side. 
Khoura is trying to figure out the secret of the Blade of Actar, so 
he can “unleash the beast and rule the universe.” To do this he has 
captured the keeper of the blade, Russ Tamblyn, who “should 
have remained a dead Jet,” but “after all, the man’s got to eat.” 
Tamblyn’s “Valley-speak” daughter, the “atrocious” “boring” Heidi 
Paine, is determined to spring dad from the wizard’s castle with 
the help of “wooden” Blake Bahner, “terrible” as Thane. The two 
of them are told to “seek the holy man known as the Seer of 
Roebuck.” But the damsel is soon captured, and the sojourning 
couple must be rescued by “lively supporting hero” Dan Speaker, 
a “standout” as the self-sacrificing Damon. “What if soap-opera 
actors were zapped back to the Dark Ages?” “Way way overdone.” 


“So bad it’s funny.” “This flick is low camp—it’s bad on purpose.” 
“The humor seems to be used as a disguise to conceal the lack of 
any original ideas.” “Most of the actors flunked Bonehead Acting 
1A.” “The last 20 minutes are 
abysmal. What should be an 
exciting conclusion is played 
out so dreadfully, so campily, 
that it seems everyone is sim- 
ply phoning in his lines.” “The 
‘demon sword is a dagger mis- 
cast in a larger role.” “Not 
really sure if it is to be taken 
seriously or as satire. Seems 
to try to do both and accom- 
plish neither.” “Ifyou’re a Dun- 
geons-and-Dragons nut, this 
is a bearable film. There are 
enough poorly delivered (and 
poorly written) lines to keep 
even a Dr. Who fan happy.” 
“Typical Troma fare—care- 
fully scripted bad dialogue, 
coupled with brilliant over- 
acting.” “Gratuitous female 
nudity that is absolutely es- 
sential to the plot.” “Outstand- 
ingly poor music track con- 
sisting of two bars and two 
instruments.” “Special effects 
lifted from Ray Harryhausen.” 
Waggoner has the best line: 
“My dear, I am eternal dam- 
nation!” Twenty-three dead 
bodies. Five breasts. Leather 
lingerie. Rubber dinosaurs. 
Four swordfights. Kung Fu. 
Torch Fu. Cast: Dawn Wild- 
smith (“looking good” as 
Selena, “the only character 
played straight”), Michael Berryman (as a highwayman), 
Lawrence Tierney (“brilliant” in a small part as the slave 
master), Melinda Golden (“standout” as the belly dancer), 
Hoke Howell (“standout” as the Seer of Roebuck), Jay 
Richardson. Writers: Dan Golden, Ernest D. Farino (“pun- 
infested”). Director: Fred Olen Ray. Original title: Demon 
Sword. (Troma. 1990.] Overall rating: 77. 


Last of the Warriors 


“Dark, grim” “pretty dull” “real bad” post-apocalypse thriller 
that “rips off Mad Max” but is “much less interesting than most 
of its type.” After a virus wipes out most of the earth, an evil 
Warrior Empire of “heavy-metal military religionists” led by the 
“unappreciated” but “always outstanding villain” William Smith, 
“mutant cannibal plague zombies,” and “lesbo” priestess Nancy 
Pataki (“acts like she has a stick up her derriere,” but “kinda 
grows on you”) try to take over New Idaho—until a small band of 
Vietnam vets called “Wanderers” oppose them, led by “standout” 
Ken Farmer (described variously as a “hunk” and “an atrocious 
pansy of the nineties”), and aided by a “deplorably cute” talking 
computer reminiscent of Battlestar Galaxative days.” Eventu- 
ally action heroine Melanie Kilgour shows up to help Farmer, 
delighting the committee with her “really nice outdoor shower 





Nancy Pataki is the kind of lesbian priestess soldiers love 
to grapple with, in Last of the Warriors. 


scene.” (“She was obviously hired for her back-arching skills.”) 
“It’s never explained why the world is like this, what happened, 

what led up to the point we 20 the story. We just watch people 
shoot each other for an hour and 
a half, and we don’t even know 
why.” “Derivative material sto- 
len from Cyborg, Omega Man, 
Cherry 2000 and the Mad Maxes.” 
“Pervaded by an air of ridiculous 
stupidity.” “These highways, af- 
ter years of disrepair, still look 
nicer than Arkansas’s today.” “If 
John Wayne and Bob Dylan had 
a kid, he would talk like William 
Smith in this movie.” “Worst of 
the bunch.” “The death scene in 
the dungeon where the Wanderer 
is executed by a Broomhandle 
Mauser is excellent because it is 
so realistic.” Eighty-one dead 
bodies. Twelve breasts. One mo- 
tor vehicle chase. Forty-two ex- 
plosions. Hatchet in the face. 
Leather lingerie. Gratuitous strip 
poker. Pit Bull Fu. Full-body mas- 
sage Fu. Dune-buggy Fu. Ger- 
man shepherd Fu. Cast: Tanya 
Orton (“sleeps through the 
movie” as Claudia, the captive of 
the Warrior Empire), Scott 
Anderson, Joe Maffei (“excel- 
lent” as Iodine), Michael 
Metcalfe (“excellent” as Ozzie), 
August Buquet (“delightful 6- 
year-old cannibal”), Camillia 
Mahal (“delightful 6-year-old 
cannibal”). Writer: Chris Ma- 
runa (“should be shot,” “weak 
story,” “could have been written 
by a 14-year-old boy”). Directors: Lloyd Simandl, Michael 
Mazo. [AIP. 1989/92.] Overall rating: 75. 


Shredder Orpheus 


“Awful” “totally worthless” “pretentious” Greek-myth rock- 
and-roll skateboarding flick (!) about a television signal from the 
Euthanasia Broadcasting Network that corrupts and kills its 
viewers, until a rock star named Orpheus (writer/director Rob- 
ert McGinley) and his band of “bonehead skateboard punks” 
make their way to Hades to rescue Orpheus’ kidnapped wife 
Eurydice (Megan Murphy) and save the world “while skate- 
boarding and playing a stupid-looking guitar.” “This is a banal, 
vacuous and stupid movie without a shred of originality.” “I think 
they just picked these kids out ofa mall parking lot and said, ‘Hey, 
would you like to be in a movie?” “Boring, but nice try.” “Have to 
give credit to McGinley for reworking a story from Greek mythol- 
ogy into a drive-in movie.” “Garbage.” “Absolute dog.” Shot in 
Seattle over the course of four years, with a cast and crew 
donating its time. Best line: “If you want to join the pantheon of 
dead skate-rock heroes, that’s your choice.” Twenty dead bodies. 
One-half breast. One explosion. Chainsaw Fu. Cast: Jesse 
Bernstein, Vera McCaughan (“great eye makeup”), Gian- 
Carlo Scandiuzzi. [AIP. 1989/90.] Overall rating: 62. 


Members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee are Scott Atkinson, Director of Financial Aid, State University 
of New York/Brockport, Rochester, N.Y.; Clarke Blacker, computer graphics artist/guitarist, Lantana, Fla.; Karl Bunker, 
mechanical technician, Brookline, Mass.; Scott A. Cupp, senior field auditor for Montgomery Ward, Garland, Tex.; Christo- 
pher Donahue, electrical engineer, Garland, Tex.; Scott E. Green, writer, Manchester, N.H.; Morrie Mullins, college 
student/writer, North Little Rock, Ark.; Mare Newman, NASA engineer, Houston; Bryan Renfro, Louisville, Ky.; Andrew 
Roller, erotic fiction author and publisher, Sacramento; Conrad Rubinkowski, attorney, Springfield, Ill.; Cliff Runkle, 
computer programmer, Vallejo, Calif.; Kathy Runkle, chemist and writer, Vallejo, Calif.; and Kathryn Stuckey, horticulture 


teacher, Diamond Bar, Calif. 


ies, ome contro- 
versies just 
never go away. Six- 
teen years after its 
first release, critics 
are still unleashing 
their fury on J Spit 
on Your Grave as 
the most disgusting 
film ever made. 
The latest attack 
comes from an un- 
expected quarter— 
the respected San 
Jose horror maga- 
zine The Scream 
Factory, which pro- 
vides more comprehensive coverage of scary books, 


films and magazines than any other source. In their 


“Worst Horror in the World” issue, critic Bae A. 
Braunbeck saves : 

his harshest venom 
for I Spit, which he 
calls an “offensive, 
sexist, masochistic 
piece of slime” and 
“undoubtedly one of 
the most porno- 
graphic and voyeur- 
istic excursions into 
human depravity it’s 
ever been my misfor- 
tune to suffer 
through.” And this 
comes after the pub- 
lication of Berkeley 
professor Carol Clo- 
ver’s book, Men, 
Women and Chain- 
saws, which used I 
Spit as the best ex- 
ample of movies that 
celebrate the fe- 
male’s triumph over 
a perverted male system. (The entire plot and struc- 
ture of J Spit was, in fact, used in the Academy- 
Award-winning film The Accused. The only differ- 
ence is that the justice system takes revenge on the 
gang rapists, whereas in the original, Camille 
Keaton takes personal revenge.) If anyone can 
watch the rape scenes in I Spit on Your Grave and 
then call the film “voyeuristic” (as Siskel, Ebert, and 
now Braunbeck do), then the critics are much sicker 
and more perverted than Meir Zarchi, the director. 
He intended the scenes to make you mad, not turn 
you on. Please, Dr. Freud, tell us what it all means. 
Meanwhile, you can order the excellent 124-page 
quarterly The Scream Factory, co-edited by Drive-In 
Board of Experts member John Scoleri, for $6.65 





... Wherein We repor€ From the 
underground, Ehe counfter-cualture, 
the out-of-€he-mainsftream, ano the Necronomicon, an 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, ano other 
places where misfits Owell. 


per single issue, $21 
for a year, payable 
to: Deadline Press, 
4884 Pepperwood 
Way, San Jose, CA 
95124. 
€ 

Yet another 
H.P. Lovecraft 
flick is now shoot- 
ing in Los Angeles: 


anthology of three 
Lovecraft stories 
adapted by Brent 
V. Friedman, who 
adapted Lovecraft 
once before, in The Resurrected. The three stories 
will be directed by Brian Yuzna, who has produced 
three Lovecraft films; Japanese filmmaker Shu 





Camille Keaton makes it personal in the immortal I Spit on Your Grave. 


Kaneko, and French writer Christopher Gans. 
@ 

Zombie Master George Romero will direct 
Before I Wake, a ghost story written by Lucky Gold 
about an 11-year-old girl possessed by her dead 
mom, who’s jealous of daddy’s new wife. MGM is 
developing the project. 

€ 

The Robert Tilton Fan Club Newsletter may 
publish the most specialized satire in America. It’s 
for Robert Tilton junkies, who watch his excruciat- 
ing Christian “Success N Life” infomercials for their 
pure entertainment value. These fanatics also have 
a special greeting, “Kondo-Day-Bosoya!” which is 
apparently what Reverend Bob says every time he 


starts speaking in 
tongues. Besides news on 
what Bob is up to—in- 
cluding defending him- 
self against lawsuits and 
investigative journal- 
ists—the newsletter of- 
fers horrifying Bob Tilton 
trading cards, a poster of 
Bob’s high-school year- 
book photo (he was a 
greaser), and bumper 
stickers that say “Robert 
Tilton Turns Me On!” The 
articles are very funny 
textual analyses of the 
reverend’s many ser- 
mons, and various Rob- 
ert Tilton drinking games 
known to fraternities. 
(Rule #5: “Whenever Bob 
squinches, two drinks are 
taken.”) This lunacy is 
published by the myste- 
rious Brother Randall, 
and can be yours for $2, 
payable to: D. Rose, The 
Robert Tilton Fan Club, 
6102 E. Mockingbird 
#374, Dallas, TX 75214. 


rs Dolph has mastered the casting process. Now, 
about those camera lenses... 


Like a lot of young 
cartoonists who never get the attention they de- 
serve, Gene Mahoney of California’s Bay Area has 
started printing his comic strip, “Good Clean Fun,” 
in his own newsletter. The always-hysterical ex- 
ploits of a nerdy guy and his smart-aleck dog is 
combined with Gene’s prose (he wrote a dead-on 
satirical essay on “family values” called “On the 
Treatment of, or, the View Toward: Marriage in 
Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet and Much Ado 
About Nothing, by Dan Quayle”), and you can get a 
sample by dropping Gene a note: Gene Mahoney, 
P.O. Box 843, Redwood City, CA 94064. 

€ 

Hong Kong film fanatic Garo Nigoghossian of 
Cambridge, Massachusetts, slipped us a copy of his 
new zine, Pagoda, on a trip to Boston last year, and 
it’s got the main ingredient we like—passion—al- 
though it’s a little light on hard-core information. 
Garo knows his stuff, though, and has apparently 
watched every Hong Kong movie from at least the 
last five years, as he pours out his uncensored 
opinions of John Woo, Chow Yun-Fat, Jackie 
Chan, Tsui Hark and all the other “regulars.” 
Recommended as a fairly decent guide for anybody 
getting into Chinese films for the first time, the 21- 
pager will come out twice a year and is yours for 
three bucks an issue, payable to: Garo Nigoghossian, 





2 Holworthy Terrace, 
Cambridge, MA 02138. 
ea 

Dolph Lundgren 
has become a producer, 
and his first picture will 
be an action adventure 
called Pentathlon, shoot- 
ing this summer. After 
extensive casting ses- 
sions, Dolph decided the 
starring role should go 
to... himself. 

€ 

The Religion of the 
Month Club, asits name 
implies, is a zine devoted 
to creating, describing, 
and celebrating a new 
religion every month— 
although the editors get 
a little mystical when it 
comes to defining 
“month.” (Nine years 
elapsed between issues 
once.) This little 16- 
pager is so far beyond 
tongue-in-cheek that it’s 
almost absurdist, witha 
recent issue, for ex- 
ample, devoted to the 
religion of “Holy Shit.” 
(You can imagine the jokes. And the centerfold, a 
regular feature, is not for the faint-hearted.) An- 
other issue is devoted to “Dog,” which is, of course, 
the religion of dyslexics. The zine is actually “de- 
signed to be an open forum for free thinkers every- 
where” and is tired of “rhetoric from the usual 
religions.” Submissions are welcome, and subscrip- 
tions are even more welcome, at the rate of $2.75 for 
asample, $13 for six issues, $25 for 12 issues, payable 
to: I.A. Media, P.O. Box 2430, Santa Clara, CA 
95055-2430. 





© 

Earl Owensby, the actor-producer-entrepre- 
neur who built his own studio in his hometown of 
Shelby, North Carolina, and made dozens of ultra- 
low-budget films in the late seventies and eighties, 
was recently interviewed by Variety, which wanted 
to know what he’s been doing ever since he stopped 
making his own pictures about five years ago. The 
answer: he still owns his studio and plans to open a 
string of “Earl Owensby’s Cinematronic Theaters” 
(using 3-D film, animatronics and rocking seats), as 
well as a theme park called Bibleland, “which will 
tell stories from the Bible in 3-D.” In case you’ve 
forgotten, Owensby made six 3-D films of his own, 
including Rottweiler, but none of them ever caught 
on. 
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Why don‘ these weirdbeard sex addicts hire hookers, or, better yet... 


Keep It In Your Pants 


0 you ever read the New York Post, America’s 
D scariest newspaper? They have things in here 
that would make the National Enquirer embar- 
rassed. 

My favorite part is the sex crimes. A lot of 
reporters hear these stories, and they say, “He put 
his what in the what?” And they decide, “I can’t put 
that in the newspaper.” 

Not the New York Post. Every 
day they find some 45-year-old 
businessman—and, by the way, 
why are they always 45-year-old 
businessmen?—who likes to stuff 
live rabbits down his pants and 
lure secretaries into his apart- 
ment, where he ties em up, rips off 
their pantyhose, and rubs 
Brylcreem on their knees. 

You know what Imean? What- 
ever sexual perversion they have, 
it’s something you've never heard 
of before. It’s not just that the guy 
wanted sex. He wanted to strap a 
jar of peanut butter to his butt and 
get his face mashed into the car- 
pet by a bearded transvestite. 

So my question is, where do 
these guys come from? And if we 
have all these 45-year-old busi- 
nessmen out there drooling over 
their Hush Puppies all day, dream- 
ing about how they can kidnap a Watusi girl and 
make her put on an Abraham Lincoln hat and hop 
around nekkid on one foot, then why didn’t we hear 


Free Junk 


| The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
_ world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 
Books 
The Editors’ Choice by George E. Murphy, Jr., Elements of 
Style by Strunk and White; England, Their England by A.G. 
McDonnell, Epitaph of a Small Winner by Machado De Assis, 
Essays of Ralph Waldo Emerson, William Peter Blatty’s Exor- 
cist III, Extraordinary Popular Delusions and the Madness of 
Crowds by Charles Mackay, The Federalist Papers, The Finan- 
cier by Theodore Dreiser, Fire in the John: The Manly Man in 
the Age of Sissification by Alfred Gingold, First Among Equals 
by Jeffrey Archer, The Fist of God comic book, Flattened Fauna 
by Roger M. Knutson. © 


about these same crimes thirty years ago? 

In other words, is this a new thing? Is this some 
new kind of mass insanity that didn’t even exist 
thirty years ago? Or have there always been guys 
out there stealing Mary Kay makeup and applying it 
to their pet monkeys and pretending the monkey is 
their dead mother? 

I mean, does somebody just decide to invent a 
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crime like this, just to be different? That’s what my 
mother would say. 

“Mom, why is he wrapping that giant noodle 
around that skinny man’s head?” 

“He’s just trying to be different.” 

This was my mom’s ultimate insult—just trying 
to be different. 

And here’s what’s even more amazing to me. 
Why do these guys risk thirty-year prison terms for 
kidnapping, or risk losing their jobs, or having their 
parents humiliated when the article comes out in the 
New York Post? I mean, this is the nineties. You 
don’t have to kidnap a Pakistani dancing girl and 
force her to stuff rabbits down your pants. You can 
just call 1-900-RABBITS-IN-YOUR-PANTS, and 
they'll be happy to do it for you. And if most of these 
crimes do happen in New York, the guy is already in 
the only city where hookers advertise on television. 

If they just did it with a hooker, nobody would 
care. Not even the New York Post would care. 

So tell me what’s going on here. 

I really wanna know. 
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We’re not anorexic... 


We're Just Skinny, Dammit 


’m a skinny guy. Always have been. I look like 
somebody took Abraham Lincoln, shaved off his 
beard, and held him in a Pritikin Diet Center for 
three years. But I don’t have any particular opinion 
about it. You know what I mean? The way people 


have opinions about how fat they are, or how skinny 
they are, or how they weren’t so short or tall or 
whatever. 

Because I know there’s nothing I can do about it. 
That’s what I am. Skinny. Twenty-seven Domino’s 
pizzas and a large Coke will not make me fat. No 
matter how much I pour in there, it’s like one of those 
clowns in the Barnum and Bailey Circus who drink 
out of a bottomless glass for three minutes. It disap- 
pears. It’s God’s trick. 

So anyhow, the reason I’m bringing this up is 
that we’re having another one of those debates about 
“anorexic models.” You might have heard about the 
“waif look” that’s been popular with fashion design- 
ers ever since a model named Kate Moss came along. 





She’s 19 years old, stands 5-foot-7, and weighs 105 
pounds. She can bend her legs into a triple-reverse 
pretzel and give a whole new meaning to the word 
“nubile.” (Of course, now that I think about it, I don’t 
really know what “nubile” is, but I’m sure Kate Moss 
is nubile.) 

As soon as Kate Moss became famous, 
of course, seventeen other models came 
along who look a lot like her and have the 
same body type. And as soon as this hap- 
pened, we started hearing the old whining 
about how magazines and TV producers 
and fashion designers shouldn’t be hiring 
these “anorexic” models. 

You ever look at a woman in a picture 
and say, “That’s the slimmest woman I’ve 
ever seen,” or just “That’s the prettiest 
woman I’ve ever seen”? And somebody else 
will say “Isn’t it sad? She’s so anorexic.” 

Listen to me. I guarantee you, Kate 
Moss is not anorexic. She’s just skinny. It’s 
not a disease. You don’t have to feel sorry 
for her. She probly likes the way she looks, 
and she probly eats eight times more than 
somebody using Richard Simmons Deal-a- 
Meal. 

But people keep saying the same thing: 
“These anorexic models hold out an impos- 
sible ideal of female beauty.” 

No they don’t. They’re just beautiful 
women, so photographers like to take their 
picture. 

Believe me, if they were anorexic, it 
wouldn’t be six months before their faces 
started looking like starving slum chil- 
dren, and they would not be on the maga- 
zine cover anymore. 

In other words, leave em alone. They’re 


Just skinny. 


I’m surprised I have to explain this to you people. 
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Crest Drive-In 
Ridgecrest, California 


Republican Alert! The famous Crest Drive-In 
in Ridgecrest, California, smack dabin the middle 
of the Mojave Desert, got ripped down so they 
could put up a six-screen hardtop. On Saturday 
nights this was one of the wildest places in 
America. Only the marquee survives. Julie Pinney 
of Encinitas reminds us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it could happen here. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I have some vital 
information I must 
pass along to you. My 
wife has just informed 
me that her friend 
Amanda told her that 
her son Howie read in 
the Anarchist’s Cook 
Book thatifyou dangle 
a three-way light bulb 
on a string from your 
rear-view mirror, this will completely immobilize a 
cop’s radar. 

Now, Joe Bob, this is not some untested 
hairbrained scheme I am about to suggest to you. 
Amanda swears that on her latest trip to the Kerrville 
Folk Festival, she was doin’ ninety in a rented 4x4 
and passed several cops, and none of ‘em seemed 
interested in chasin’ her down for a ticket. She 
swears it’s because of that danglin’ bulb. 

Well, here’s where I figure you and me could 
make some “money.” 

See, I was thinkin’: the U.S. of A. is spending all 
our money on this stealth technology bull-corn, 
when all they have to do is dangle a few bulbs off the 
wingtips, off the fuselage; strap a couple of ‘em on the 
tail and a couple inside where the pilot sits and 
vwala!!! A stealth aircraft! 

So, what we dois this: we run over to the 7-11 and 
buy up all the three-way bulbs they have. We pack- 
age these bulbs in new boxes, labeled “Stealth De- 
vice,” and jack the price up from about 69 cents to 
$370 each! All you have to do is get in touch with 
some Pentagon boys, maybe through those Holly- 
wood big-shots you’re rubbin’ elbows with. We make 
a bunch of “money,” save the government billions, 
and everyone’s a winner! 

Signed, Me 
Always Thinkin’ 
Rick Bonart 

E] Paso 


2 
2 
i 


Dear Rick: 

I did a series of tests to verify your theory, and 
youre absolutely right! 

The only problem is that we got the exact same 
results by hanging a piece of beef jerky from the rear- 
view mirror. 

Which is cheaper, a three-way or a stick of jerky? 

We shouldn’t overspend. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Re: “Florida Bans Nekkid Ladies” and the com- 
ment about never having to look at the Chevy Nova 
again. 

Joe Bob! Joe Bob! As the founder and past presi- 
dent of the Lone Star Nova car club (catchy name, 
huh?) I have vowed to keep the memory of the Nova 
Marque alive for many generations to love and enjoy. 





to the Hopeless 


Even yourself, Joe Bob, 
had a very interesting 
experience in a Nova 
once. 

I hope you remem- 
ber that I gave you a 
Nova three years ago 
and you haven’t picked 
it up yet. Find enclosed 
picture of your very own 
Nova just waiting for 
your arrival to pick it 
up. You do know what No Va means in Meskun don’t 
you? 

Novas forever, 
Rick Brantley 
Dallas 
Dear Rick: 
I would come pick it up, but the gas I would use 
up is worth more money than the value of the Nova. 


Yo Joe Bob: 

I sent you the Leavenworth Penitentiary’s movie 
schedule several months ago, which you kinda ap- 
proved of, so here’s our typical chow schedule. It ain’t 
bad (certainly not like Texas prison feed!) in quantity 
and quality, so you could figure each meal saves a 
con about $9.95. We’re making $900 a month plus 
our room/cell. What we in here can’t figure out is why 
anyone out there is eating out of garbage cans and 
dumpsters and sleeping on the streets. It is pretty 
easy to get in here. 

Take care, 

Mel Buckley 

Leavenworth, Kan. 
Dear Mel: 

Sorry I couldn't be there on September 24th for 
the beef and bean burritos with seasoned hominy. 

Those of us on the outside have regrets, too. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

My long-haired cat has been hacking up fur balls 
for years. I have been saving his fur balls. An inner 
voice tells me I should share these with the world. 
What do you think? 

Ray Bolton 
Walnut Creek, Calif. 
Dear Ray: | 

An inner voice tells me you should report to Betty 

Ford immediately. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Your columns aren’t always comical, but it’s 
usually a relief to find a person who is direct and 
honest. There’s a bizarre empathy between (among, 
assuming there are more than two of us) people who 
share a fairly depressing world view. I guess it’s one- 
part knowing we’re not alone, one-part figuring that 
at least we’re not in denial, one-part imagining that 
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we're smarter than everyone else, and one-part 
feeling assured that we won’t be caught with our 
pants down. Does that make for four-part harmony? 
I applaud your courageous stand on AIDS, on the 
LA riots, on practically everything you take a stand 
on. Even when I don’t agree with you, I enjoy the way 
you grapple with problems and present your views. 
If you’re ever up our way, my husband and I have 
a spare bed in the attic, ten acres of land with a 
garden and usually fresh bread and a kettle of soup. 
Meanwhile, hang in there. Youre doing great. 
Virginia Brockman 
Chehalis, Wash. 
Dear Virginia: 
I agree with you. soa ceaee who has an nae 


Hoooooooo 


Find Th 


This Week's Ceitext 


Bill Hale of Anderson, California: “I’m writ- 
ing concerning a movie we saw but can’t recall the 
name. I thought it was an American film but they 
say it was filmed in England. It is about a black 
mamba snake that is brought into the country and 
to an apartment house where it escapes and gets 


into the air-conditioning ducts.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. 
Send “Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the May 17 issue, Brett Wettlaufer of San 
Luis Obispo, California, wrote: “You are my last 
hope! There’s a movie that I’ve been trying to find 
for years, but it is nowhere to be found. I’ve been 
searching so long, I’m not even sure of the title 
anymore. I think it’s Christina or something like 
that—I know it’s some girl’s name like that... . 
Christina is about some chick that has nothing 
better to do than go around to strangers’ houses 
and have sex with them. When she gets tired of one 
stranger she falls asleep and wakes up in a differ- 
ent location with a bunch of different strangers 
that want to kill her or something. But instead she 
has sex with them. One great scene I remember 
has two lesbos fighting for the love slave Christina. 
Anyways, I know this movie does exist: I saw it on 
Cinemax about four years ago. (Well, I didn’t see 
all of it. My mom walked in and when she saw what 
was playing she threw away the TV.) You don't 
know how anxious I am to see the conclusion of this 
masterpiece.” 

Only one person sent in the correct answer, 
and she had a very special reason for knowing 
everything about this film. We'll let her tell you in 
her own words... 

Jewel Shepard of Los Angeles: “Christina is 





view of life is not paying attention to the ending. 
I appreciate the spare bed offer. I’m the kind of 
guy who might just show up. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I just read your letter about Lenny Bruce. I’m 
mainly writing this letter so my mind will stop 
composing it and I can get some sleep. 

This is probably going to sound like one of those 
anecdotes you criticized to start off your column but, 
oh well, here goes. 

My father who used to be a barber in San 
Francisco in the sixties told me this story about 
Lenny Bruce. He said someone (I forget who—but 
my dad would know) referred Lenny Bruce to him for 


t Flee | | 
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a film ae: in : 1984, os first (and only) in a 
projected series of movies to chronicle the exciting, 
mostly nude exploits of authoress Christina Van 
Bell, as she flounced about Europe, taking off her 
clothes in front of one national monument after 





Jewel was cold, but the film was hot. 


another . .. and only on the coldest-possible shoot- 
ing days. The poor, overworked, brilliant actress 
who played the title role was mostly turning blue 
throughout the shooting, working with a crew that 
spoke a great many languages, no two alike. Some- 
how, the whole thing got done with even the En- 
glish-speaking actors badly dubbed, and the film 
turns up on cable when they get real desperate. I’m 
told it’s a big hit on videocassette in Japan, but it 
doesn’t seem to ever have been issued in this 
country. I'll tell you how bad it is. I won't even 
watch it, and I had the title role.” 
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a haircut. He, Lenny Bruce, came into the shop 
several times. My father never did cut his hair, since 
whenever he showed up my dad was already in the 
middle of cutting someone else’s hair—but his is not 
the story. 

There was also this kid that I think my father 
said they called the “monster,” who was about three 
years old and whose dad used to drop him off for 
haircuts and pick him up when he thought they (the 
barbers) were finished. The barbers would chase this 
kid around the shop and I guess manage to get his 
hair cut before the kid’s father came back. 

One day Lenny Bruce was getting his hair cut at 
the same time as the “monster.” In the middle of 
chasing the kid around the shop the kid stopped at 
Lenny Bruce’s chair, grabbed hold of one of his 
(Lenny Bruce’s) thumbs and just stood there looking 
at him for quite a while (my dad said). I guess the kid 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get the video of your choice from the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition series for $10. Offer expires 
| September 30, 1993. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and choice of one* 
video from the Herschell Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition 
video series (listed below)—$80 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 
Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


L_| Suburban Roulette 
[| Just For the Hell Of It 


[_| Wizard of Gore 


[| Blood Feast 


L_| Two Thousand Maniacs 








7 
: Drive-In Classics Deal-o-rama! 
| Subscribe now and get a Herschell Gordon Lewis cult classic on VHS for only $10! 


*F or additional videos, add $10 each. 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


was usually pretty noisy, too, and my impression 
from what my dad said was that this was the only 
time my father had seen this kid silent and motion- 
less. Lenny Bruce didn’t say anything, they just 
looked at each other. 

I am gonna rent that video you mentioned. I’ve 
heard “short bits” of Lenny Bruce’s performances 
and got the feeling what I heard was sort of out of 
context. 

I enjoy reading your column. Two that come to 
mind (since I’m writing already anyway) are the one 
you wrote about Sam Kinison and the one about Iraq 
being the ones to invent all that stuff they invented. 
Even though Saddam Hussein reminds me of one of 
those neighbors who shoots his gun off on holidays 
and no one turns him in cause they figure he'll poison 
their dog in the middle of the night, I remember it felt 
really good to read your column at the time the war 


Name 

Address 

City Spee a ee a 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 

Signature 


1993 Binders Are Here! 


They re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


Back Issues Galore! 


$4 per single back issue 


Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 


& GBIDE TS 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZeTiIOn 
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was breaking out. I hope this all 
makes sense. 
Christine Brady 
San Francisco 
Dear Christine: 
Thanks for the Lenny Bruce 
story. Yeah, it makes sense. As 
Lenny would say, “I dig.” 


Hey Joe Bob, 

Are you ready to mature into 
real investigative reporting? Earl 
Scheib [of Earl Scheib Auto Paint- 
ing] provides the perfect opportu- 
nity. Who is this guy? Is he really 
still alive? If so, what does he 
really look like today? His expres- 
sion and hairstyle haven’t changed 
in his ads since at least the ’60s 
(only the price has changed)— 
maybe the guy found the fountain 
of youth, or maybe he’s an escaped 
Disney robot, or maybe he’s aspace 
alien? Would you trust your car to 
this guy? 

America wants some answers. 

Tom Bruns 
Albany, Calif. 
Dear Tom: 

It’s the paint fumes. They froze 
his hair in that position in 1958 
and he’s been that way ever since. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 


(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





Joe Bob’s Classifieds 
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Books 


Art Revolutionary’s Handbook. $5 prepaid. 
Tom Hendricks, 4000 Hawthorne #5, Dal- 
las, TX 75219-2223. 


Video Sales 


Scream Queen videos! Hottest U.S. and 
European releases! Free 500 title catalog! 
Video Vamp, 1483 N. Mt. Juliet Rd. #142, 
Mt. Juliet, TN 37122. 

Amateur adult videos. Sociosexual docu- 
mentaries or one-hand videos? You decide! 
Send only SASE for free list. Hour sample— 
$20. Adults only , please. MacLean-Jameson, 
POB 191544, San Francisco, CA 94119. 


Video Rentals 


Video rentals by mail! We specialize in 
horror, exploitation, “B”, cult, classics and 
the drive-in movies that your local video 
chain store doesn’t attempt to carry! For 
free information write Video Wasteland, 
214 Fair St., Berea, OH 44017. Or call our 
information line Monday through Satur- 
day, 5pm to 9pm at (800) 532-1533 E.S.T. 


Fanzines 


Pro Wrestling’s best newsletter featuring 
analysis and in-depth interviews. Only 
$1.25/issue! Wrestling Perspective, Box 401, 
Camillus, NY 13031-0401. 

Weenie Toons! Women Cartoonists Mock 
Cocks. Send $5 to Roz Warren, POB 259, 
Bala Cynwyd, PA 19004. 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Bikini Girl Magazine—special double issue 
#11.$20 plus age statement payable to Lisa 
B. Herskovits, P.O. Box 3998, New York, 
NY 10163-3998. 


Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club kit! Photo, 4 
newsletters and catalog, $12; kit and per- 
sonalized video letter (VHS), $25; sample 
newsletter and catalog, $2. Foreign orders 
add $1.50. Send to Monique Gabrielle, 1560- 
1 Newbury Rd. #420, Newbury Park, CA 
91320. 


Miscellaneous 


Wanted: Info and paraphernalia on the 
greatest filmmaker of all time: S.F. 
Brownrigg. Posters, lobby cards, videos, 
interviews. Anything! Medulla Oblongata 
Productions, P.O. Box 1337, Lexington, KY 
40590-1337. Write me Brownie! 

Real human bones, skulls, trading cards, 
model kits, serial killers, G.G. Allin, real 
death pictures, movie props, uncut videos 
and more. Over 1,000 horror items! Send $3 
to Foxx Entertainment, 327 West Laguna, 
Tempe, AZ 85282. Must sign youre at least 
18. It’s that intense! 


Video Trades 


Video wanted: Sally Jessy Raphael Show 1/ 
8/93. “Gorgeous Women Who Love Fat Men.” 
Write: Walt Wadas, P.O. Box 2404, Lynn 
MA 01903. 

Wanted—79 Park Avenue. Any format, but 
Beta especially welcome. D. Burton, 1375 
E. Parks Hwy. #A, Wasilla, AK 99654. 
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